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Author's Notes: 
ah. my grand return, though, not really so grand. don't worry, i'm working on larger and better pieces to come 


in the near future- i just had to get this out to break the writer's block. 


written in a style inspired by anthony doerr, after finishing all the light we cannot see. highly recommend all 


his novels. 


title is from seeds, by yoke lore. 


The sun is shining today. It has previously hidden itself within the clouds, teasing glimpses through the grey, 
overcast sky, but this morning it overtakes the earth with its blinding light. Some of which shines through the 


window of the second floor bedroom where Steven has just vacated. 


His lover lies still sleeping, crimped and bleached-blond locks spread across the pillow, and his mouth open 


against the sheets. Often, whomever wakes first will turn over and press their chest to the other sleeping 


back until two blonds are awake and smiling with drowsy eyes at one another. This morning is different. Steven 


has vacated the bed, and yet Duff still dozes peacefully. 


The padding sound of bare feet against tile breaks the silence of the lower floor. Following behind is the sharp 
tap of overgrown nails on tiny paws, clattering eagerly behind those of their master. Steven's steps are light, 
but not purposefully so; the serenity of a sunny mid-morning naturally brings peace. 


Warm tiles become cooler hardwood that becomes a weathered rug scuffing beneath his soles. The window is 
overlooked by the couch, large and glorious and separating the interior from the blooming spring lawn by only 
a thin barrier of glass. The furniture is part of the perfect scene, only existing to build the grand, untouched 


living room he cannot intrude on. After all, he is supposed to still be in bed 


Steven stands in front of the window, smile adorned by puffy, still-asleep cheeks and a halo of tangled blond 
strands, twisted and knotted above his head. Somewhere outside, a bird twiddles out its song, calling the earth 
to awaken The worms beneath the ground and the roots of the newly bloomed flowers and the patches of 
clouds above and the hare scurrying behind the garden are all listening; this is their response to the sound. 


Inside, short, bristly fur tickles his ankle and Steven bends down with a gentle grin. The pug gives him a half- 
hearted wag, tongue lolling out of its mouth and Good moming! Today is a new day! 


The dog is tucked under his arm and the birds are chirping and upstairs Duff is stirring and the coffee pot is 
beginning its low whistle. /ts fme fo wake up, says the earth. Steven's soul feels lighter than before the sun 


broke free. 


